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TheTragedie. 

Dor, A boone (nay foueraigne) for my feruice done, 
Ktn, 1 pray thee peace,my loule is toll of forow. 

Dar, J will not rife vnleMcyour highneflfcgraunt, 

Kin. Then fpeake at once, what it is thou demaundeft > 
Dar. The forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life. 
Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 

Ktn . Haue 1 a tongue to doome my brothers death. 
And lliall the lame giue pardon to a flaue; 

My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought* v 
And yet his punilhmen was cruel! death. 

Whofuedto me for him i who in my rage* 

Kneeld at my feeteand bad me be aduifde^ 

Who fpake of brother-hood ; who of loue ! 

Who told me how thepoorefoule did forlake 
The mightie warwicke, and did fight for me i 
WhotoJdmein the field byTewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downe,herefcued me, 

^fndfaid, deare br©ther,liue and be a King i 
Who told me when we both lay in thefield, 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lappeme, 

Euen in hisowne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluekt,and not a man of you 
Had fo nftjch grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your way ting vaflTailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter,and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deare Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon,pardtfb* 

And I vniuflly too,muft graunt it you. 

But for my brother,not a man would fpeake, 
Norl(vngracious) fpeakevnto myfelfe. 

For him, peore foule .-The proudeft of you all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Y et none of you would once pleade for his life : 

Oh God, I fearc thy iuft ic e will take holde 

Onme, and you,and mine, and yourforthis. (Exit- 

Come H«flings,helpe me to my clofet, oh poore Clarence 


of Richard the Third. 

<?/o,This isthe fruit of rawnelfe marktyou not 
How that the guiltie kindred ot^he Queenc, 

Looks palewhen they did hearc of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vntothc King, 

God will reuengc it. But come lets in 
To comfort Hdward with our company. Exeunt* 

Enter ‘Dutches of Ter he with (fl* trence Children* 
Bo).Tq\\ me good Granam, is our father dead ! 

£>#r.No boy. (breaft ? 

2ty.Why do.yoii wringyour hands and beateyour 
Andcric, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne f 
Girle, Why do you lookeon vs andfliakeyour head ? 

And call vs wretches, Orphanesjcaffawaies, .ii > 

Ifthatournoblefather bealiue? x ’ 

D«r.My,prittje Cofcns, you miftake me much* 

1 d© lament the fleknefle of the King: 'v ». . 

e^s loth to loofe him, now your fathers dead.* 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that's loft. 

Toy.TYiin Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncleis too blame for this. 

God will reuenge it,whomeI will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effed. 

But. Peace children peace,the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fhallaw innocents* 

You cannot geile whocaufde your fathers death. 

JBoj, Granam, we can .• for my good Vncle Glocefter 
I °Idme,thc King prouoked by theQueene, 

Ucuis d impeachments to imprifon him .- 
And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheekes, 

And bad me rclie on him as on my father, 7 
And he would loue me dearely as his childc. 

But. ,Oh that deceit fliould ftealefuch gentle flumes 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, ^ * 

Hcs my fonne,yeaand therein my lhamc; 
tr!" y L “ s ‘ he dr ™ n °‘ thhdecdt 

"V V ™ 1 ' M diiremblcjGranam; 

By - 1 cannot thinke it,harke,what npifeis ehi, l 
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